zp6 


Kent . 1 know you: Where’s the King ? 

Cjent . Contending with the fretfull Elements j 
Bids the windc blow the Earth into the Sea, 

Or (well the curled Waters 'boue the Maine, 

That things might change,or ceafc. 

Kent, But who is with him? 

Gent. None but the Foole, who labours to out-ieft 
His hearc-ftrooke iniuries. 

Kent . Sir, 1 do know you. 

And dare vpo.n the warrant of my note 
Commend a deerc thing to you. There is diuifion 
(Although as yet the face of it is coucr’d 
With mutuall cunning^’twixe Albany,and Cornwall: 
Who haue, a? who haue not, that their great Starres 
Thron’d and let high; Seruants,who feeme nolefle. 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin fecne. 

Either in fnuflfes, and packings of the Dukes, 

Or the hard Rcine which both of them hath borne 
Againft the old kindeKing ; or fomeching deeper, 
Whereof (perchance) thefe are but furnifhings. 

Gent . I will talke further with you. 

Kent . No,do not: 

For confirmation that I api much more 
Then my out-wall; open this Purfe,and take 
What it containes. If you {hall fee (f'ordel a 9 
(As feare not but you (hall) fticw her this Ring, 

And (he will tell you who that Fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fyc on this Stormc, 

I will go feeke the King. 

Gent. Giue me your hand, 

Haue you no more to fay ? 

Kent . Few words, but to cffcSt more then all yet; 
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain 
That way, lie this : He that firft lights on him. 

Holla the other. Exeunt. 
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Scena Secuncfa. 


StormefiiU. £nter Lett,an A Foole. 

Lear. Blow windes,& crack your cheek*} Rage,bIow 
You Catara&s, and Hyrncano’s fpout. 

Till you hiuedrcnch’d our Steeples,’drown the Cocke*. 
You Sulph’rousatid Thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriorsofOake-cleauing Thunder-bolt*, 

Sindge my whitehead. And thou all-lhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o’th’world, 

Cracke Natures moulds, all germaincs fpill at once 
That makes ingratcfull Man. 

Foole. O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry boufe, is 
better then this Rain-water out o’doove. Good Nunkle, 
in, askethy Daughters biefling, heere’s a night pieties 
neither Wifemen, nor Fooles. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full: fpit Fire, fpowt Raine: 
Nor Raine, Winde,Thunder,Fire arc my Daughter*j 
I taxc not you, you Elements with ynkindneife. 

I ncucr gaue you Kingdomc, call’d you Children; 

You owe me no fubfeription. Then let fall 
Your horrible pleafure. HecreT flandyourSlauc, 

A poore, infinne, weake, and difpis’d old naan : 

But yet I call you Scruile Minifters, 

That will with two pernicious Daughters ioyne 
Tourhigh-engender’d Battail;s,’gainft ahead 



So old, and white as this. 0,ho Dtisfoui^ 
foole. He that has a houfc to put’s hen’ , 
Head-peece: P Shead,n M ag00( 

The Codpiece that will houfe,before the hf.*n l 
T he Head,and he ftiall Lowfe: fo Beeeer* ° " as a,1 y • 
The man y makes his T oe, what he hfsHarf!^ 7 ma «y 
Shall ofa Corne cry woe, and turne his fl ee * ftold Met 

For there was neuer yet faire woman h,.,' £ WaI( e. 

mouthes in a glaffe. * ~ ut ,tj ec ma( j { 

Enter Kent. 

Lear. No,I will be the patterne of all 
I will fay nothing. "P^cnce, 

Kent . Who’s there? 

Toole. Marry here’s Grace, and a Codtii,., , 
Wifeman, and a Foole. ^ ecc » ^'at’s a 

Kent. Alas Sir arey ou here? Things that U 
Loue not fuch nights as thefe: The wrathfull a. m 8 ht > 
Gallow the very wanderers of the darke S * le * 

And make them keepe their Caues: Since r w 
Such fliects ofFirc, fuch burfls of horrid Thund 
Such groancs of roaring Wmde, and Raine in 
Remember to haue heard. Mans Nature 
Th’afflia.on, nor the feare. «»notc«iy 

Lear. Let the great Goddes 
That keepe this dreadfull pudder o’re our heads 
Fmde out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wr» u 
That haft within thee vndivulged Crimes tChj 
Vnwhipt ofluft.ee. Hide tbee, thou BloudvW. 
Thou Periur’d, and thou Sitnular of Venue J ’ 

That art Jnceftuous. Caytiffe, topecces fliake 
That vnder couert, and conuenicnt feeming 
Ha’e practis’d on mans life. Clofe pent-vp guilt, 
Rmeyour concealing Continents, and cry 5 * 

Thefe dreadfull Summoncrs grace. lama man 
More finn’d againft,then finning, 

Kent. Alacke, bare-headed ? 

Grac.ou* my Lord, hard by hecre is a Houell, 
Somefriendfliip will it lend you ’gainft he Tempcfl • 

Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe, * 

(More harder rhen the ftoneswhereof’tisrais’d 
Whi,ch euen but now, demanding after you, * 
Deny’d me to come in) remrnc, and force 
Their fcantedcurtefie. 

Lear. My wits begin to turne. 

Come on my boy . How doft my boy ? Art cold > 

I am cold my ielfe. Where is this ftraw, my Fellow? 
The Art of our Neceflitics is ftrange. 

And can makevilde things prcciour.Come,yourHouel 
Poore Foole, and Knauc,l haue one part in my heart 
That’s lorry yet for thee. 

Foole. He that has and a little-tyne wit, 

With hoigh-ho, the Windc and the Raine, 

Muft make content with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the Raine it raineth etery day. 
he. True Boy: Come bring vs to this Houell, Ixil 
Foole. This is a braue night to cook a Curtkan: 
IlefpeakcaProphefieerel go: 

When Priefts are more in word, then matter; 

When Brewers marre their Malt with water; 

When Nobles arc their Taylors Tutors. 

No Hctetiques burn’d, but wenches Sutors; 

When euery Cafe in Law, is right; 

No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight; 

When Slanders do not Hue in Tongues; 

Nor Cut-purfes come not to throngs; 

When Vfurers tell their Gold i'th’Ficld, 
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T^dBaudes.and whores, do Churches build, 
yhciflial the Rcalme of Albion,c ome id great confu'fion: 
Then comes the time, who hues to fee’e. 

That going ^ al ' je v% ’^ with f eet; . (time, 

this prophecie Merlin (hall make, for rliue before his 
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Scama Tertia * 


Ea<er Gjlcfrer^nH Edmmd. 

.. ogoJvio* • '■ * " '**••- - 

Qlo, Alacke,alackc£^/W ? Tlike not this vnnaturall 
<Je&!ing;when Idcfircd theirIciiie that - might pity him, 
they tooke from me the vfe ofmincowne houte, charg’d 
tneon paine of perpetuall difpleafure, neither to fpcake 
ofhim entreat for him,or 3ny way fuflfainehim. 

Mod fauage and vnnatur^II. 

Cfa Go too; fey you nothing; There is diuifion be- 
twcenctheDijkcs^nda worlfematter then that: I haue 
received a Letter this night/tis dangerous to be fpoken, 
j haue lock*d the Letter in my Cioffet, thefe iniuries the 
King now bcares,wiil bereuenged home; tlicr is part o> 
a Power already footed, weraufi incline to the King, I 
wiillooke him, and priuily relieae bims you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke,that my charity be not of 
himpcrcciuedflf heaskefor me, Iamill^ and’gene to 
bed, if I die for ir, (as no lefie is thrcacned me) the King 
my old Mailer mult be rclieued. There is Grange things 
toward Edmund .pray you be carcfull. Exit » 

Taft. This Curtefic forbid thce^fhafl the Duke 
Inftantly know^nd of that Letter coo; 

This feemes a faire dcfcruing,and moll draw me 
Thar, which my Father loofesmo lefle then all. 

The yongcr rifes^when the old doth fall. Exit. 


Scena Quarta. 


Exit. 


Enter Lear yKent^ani foole, 

Kent a Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter. 
The tirrany ofthe open night’s too rough 
For Nature to endure. Stormc fill 

Lear, Let me alone. 

Kent* Good my Lord enter hccre. 

Lear, Wilt breakc my heart t 
Kent, I had rather breake mine owne. 

Good my Lord enter. 

Lear, Thou think’ft 'cis much that this cotHentiou* 
Inuadcs vs to the skinfo :’ti$ to thee, (ftornie 

But where the greater malady is fixe, 

Thcleflcr isfcarcefelc. Thou’diS: flmn aBe3re, 

But if they fliglicfay toward the roaring Sea, 

Thou’dfi meecc the Beare i’th’ mouth,when the mind's 
The bodies delicate : .thc tempeft in my mind, tree. 
Doth from my fences take all feeling elfe, 

Saue whatbeatesthere,Filliall ingraorude, • 
h it not as this niOtitH fhouldteare this hand * 1 » 

For lifting food too’t • But I will puniflh home; 

No,I will weepe no more; in luch a night, * 


Tofhucmeouc?PoureonJ will endure: 

In luch a night as this ? O Regan^onersH, 

Your old kind Fathcr,whofe rraoke heart gaue alf, 

O that way madne{Tc-Iies,!ct me (l^un that: 

No more of that„ 

Kent. Good my Lord enter here* 

Lear. Prythee go in thy felfeJeeke thine oyl^.c eafe. 
This temped will not giue me leaue to ponder 
On things would hurt me more,but He goe in. 

In Boy,go firfl. You houfeleflc pouertie, 

• Nay get thee in; -liepray,sod ihen Ucflrepe. 

Poore naked wretches,where fo eve you are 
That bide the pelting of this pitHleffe ftorme. 

How (nail your Houfe-lcfic bead^ ; and vnfed fides. 

Your lop’d>and windov^’d raggednefle defend you 
From feafons fucli as thefe ? O J haue thne 
Too little care of this: Take Phyficke, Pompe^ 

Expofe thy felfe ro feele ivhat wretchesfccle, 

That thou maift Shake the fupcrflux ro them. 

And f]\ew the Heaucns motelHL 

Enter Edgar and Took. 

Edg. Fathom,and halfe-J^ftthorri and halfc*;poore Tom- 

Toole. Come not in heerc Nuhcle,here 5 & a fpirUphclpe 
mc,helpe me^ 

Kent. Giue me thy hand,who’s there f 

Foole, Afpiricc, afpirite, he fayea his- name's poore 
Tom. 

Kent. What arc thou that dofi. grumble there Wh 
ftraw Come forth. 

Edg. Aw f ay,thcfou!e Fiendfollowcs me,through the 
IbarpeHauthorne blow thewincks, Humh, gocto thy 
bed and warme thcr. 

Lear. Did’ft thou giue all to rhy Daughters ? And art 
thou come to this** 

Edgar* Who gioes any thing to poore Tom? Whom 
the foole fiend hath led chough Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword,and Whirlspcole 5 o’re Bog,and Quag- 
mire,that hath laid Kniucs vnder his Pillow, and Halurs 
in hisPuc, fee Rat>-bane by his Porrcdyr, made him 
Proud of hcarr 5 to ride on a Bay trotting Horie,oucr fourc 
h^cht Bridges,to courfe his ownefhadow for a Traitor* 
Bliftcthy fiye Wns,T*msi cold. O do.de,do,de,do dc, 
bliflc thee from Whirle-Windes,Starre-blafting,and ta¬ 
king,do poore Tom fome charitue, whom the toule Fiend 
vexcK. Therecould 1 haue birr, now,and thcve,and thcie 
ag as ne,ar.d there. Stormsflill. 

Lear. Ha’s his Daughters brought him to chi^ pafle ? 
Cou!cf ft thou faue nothing? Would’ft thou giue ’em all? 

Toole. Nay,he referu’d a Blanket, eife we had bin all 
fiham’d. 

Lea. Nowall the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated o’re mens faults,light on thy Daughters. 

Kent. He hath no Daughters Sir. 

Lear, Death Traitor, nothing could hsrue fubdu’d 
To inch a lowt»{fe,but his vnkind Daughters. (Nature* 
I* it the fafhi6n,that difcardedFathers, 

Should haue thus little mercy on their fldfii: 
ludicrous puniflimeot* ’twas this ftelh begot 
Thofe Pelicane Daughters. 

Edg Pillicock fee on Piliicock h}ll,alow;alow f loo,1oo. 

Toole . This cold night will turne vs all to Fooles, ajid 
Madmen. 

Edgar. Take heed oYh’foule Fiend, obey thy Pa¬ 
rents, keepe thy words luftice, fweare net, commit not, 
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